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By thy PRINCESS SHEHERAZADE

Condermation by Alfred S. Clark
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The marvellons
tales that Sche-
herasnde told o
King Shahrine,
storles of love
and undvemture and
mad magle ecane
not be atiributed
to amy ene nuthor
for the very good
reanom thnt there
REVEr WAS AR Aw-
thor. They are
popular storlew
that, perhaps
abeuit the yeur
1450, were put
Into the present
form by a profes-
wlonal atery-teller,
wpresumably a Per-
sinn,

In primitive
communitien
where few of the
people cam read,
and where books are diMonit to get,
theme profesnlonnl readerr ave In great
demand. They pick up here and there
tales that apperl to all and bind them
Inte n lomg werrative. Some people
have fhought that Homer's long poems
origisated ta This way.

Byerywhere In the mear east the
truveler findas thene wtory-tellers to-
day. An esger audlemce ocollects (o
Wear them, ench payiwg a small fee
Tor the privilege of listening., The en-
tertainer declalma as he walks to nad
fre and nlwnys satops his narrative jost
Sefore sm exclilng elimax, so that ke
will be asssured of listeners oan the
morrow, His audience followa hin re-
‘witnl with bresthless Interest, ewperial.
Iy when he illustrates theilleg eopl-
wodes with lvely pantomime.

Year after yeur these Erowps of
listemera gathered centuries ago, The
witorysteller discurded the tades That
did mot hold the attentlion of his Tin-
teners  Gradually the process of elm-
‘Inntlon went on until omly Whe besi
were handed down by word of moufh
from generntion to gemera®os. Then
somie unknowas hesefanctor of mmukinid
had ihem written down snd ‘conuected
them with the framework of Sehehern-
sade and Shahriar. And these mre the
Arnblan Nights (hat have O¢Ughted
diifldren and grown mes und women
‘fer deeades.

i HEHERAZADE was a vizier's
: daughter and when_she besought
! her father to wed her ‘to King
Bhabriar It was cause for grief to'the
‘vigler. For each day was it Shihrinr's
wont to put to death his bride of the
day before. It befell, however, that
Bheherazade had her will, As-she had
hoped, the king was wakeful and to
begulle him she began a story of
magic. Dawn broke hefore she had
finished and 50 eager was Shahriar to
hear It all that he gave no order for
her execution,

For a thousand and one nights did

this befall while Shehernzade told
tales of love, war and sorcery, of kings,
beggars and rogues, of lands where
/diamonds were more plentiful than
pebbles and bigger than eggs, of In-
trigues In the lanes and bazaars of
‘Oriental ¢ities. In towns and deserts
nnd far islands did necromancers work
thelr wills. Horses flew ; dogs talked :
mermaldens and creatures greater
than whales peopled the doeps; ogres
and enormous apes crept out of for-
‘ests; birds so great that their wings
darkened the day swooped from the
skles. Here, too, were lovers (a pal-
aces and hovels, bold and cowardly,
vet all 50 enamored that they swoeoned
nt the very thonght of the beleved.
Underlylng all was the ecolorful Ori-
-ent, with barbers and porters jostling
caliphs and princesses in the thronged
and picturesque lanes of three eitles
whose very pames conjure up romance
~—RBagdad, Calro and Damascus.

Now these are the best llked of She-
herazade's tales:

The Story of Aladdin’s Lamp,

Of Aladdin, son of a poor tallor fn
Ching, a prankish scamp. An Africas
magician guided him to a subterranean
eave where he found the Iamp that
summoned the genle. Out of nothing-
mess dld this genle spread banquets
for Aladdin and robe him in rich ral-
ment. He provided him retinnes of
slaves, bearing basins heaped high
with preclous stones, who carried to
the Ring Aladdin's suppliance for the
hand of the beautiful Princess Badroul-
boundour. In a night did the genle ralsc
a palace of glowing wonders, of shin-
Ing marble and gold and silver, with
windows inerusted with dinmonds, em-
eralds and rubles, with fragrant gar-
dens a eourts, 8o Aladdin mar
ried the princess and they knew great
Joy. But the magicinn returned, stole |
the lnmp and In a trice transported
the palace and the princess to Afries. |
Then was Aladdin woeful, but by
magic he found his beloved, polsoned
the magicia®, seized the lamp and
came to China, where he and Badroul- |
boudour Hved happlly ever afterward. |

The Story of Sinbad. |

Of Sinbad the sallor and his marvel- |
ous voyages Wherein it Is related
that Sinhad landed upon what seemed
an island but which was a great fish
that sank Into the sea. And of other |
voyages und greater wonders, of which |
one marvela most at the sdventare |
with the roc, the bind so hupge that it |
feed= Its young with elephants, Bin-
bad had fastened himself to the roc's
leg and It bore him to an Impenetra- |

|

| again he encountered a beggar who Im- ||

self to a sheep's carcass and was
borne away by a vulture. And of the
glant who roasted men and whom Sin-
bad blinded with a red-hot lron, And
of the terribie Old Man of the Sea who
sat upon Sinbad's shoulders and could
oot be shaken off until he was Intoxi-
cated with wine and Sinbad slew him,

The Story of the Forty Thieves.
Of All Baba and his discovery of the

cried “Open, Sesame!” In the ecave
was the hooty of forty thieves und All

gold and silver. The robbers traced
him and in the guise of & merchant the
captain lodged with him. In the yard
were stored great jars, one filled with
oll and the others concenllng the
thieves. 11l would it have fared with
All Buba had not Morglana, # cunning
slave, deteeted the trick and with boll-
Ing oll sealded to death the wicked
miscreants. The cuptain escaped, but
returned In a new disgulse and again
did Morginna gave her magter by stub-
bing his enemy.
her to his son and he lived joyously
upon treasures from the cave,

Many Other Fascinating Stories.

Of the Magilc Horse of ebony and
ivory, o fashloned that Its rider, by
pressing  divers buttons, could fly
whither he willed. It bore a Persian
prince to a great palace In a metropolls
girt about with greenery. There he
looked Into the eyes of & princess and
they were enraptured. It befell that
they rode away on the Magic Horse,
but before they were wed an evil man
abducted the princess. The disconso-
late prince wandered far and at last
he found her whom he loved and agaln
they journeyed through the alr to his
home, where they were married with
exceeding pomp and lived happily.

Of a poor fisherman who drew his
net from the sea and found therein but
& brass bottle. He cut open the top
and there streamed forth a clond of
smoke, It collected and, behold! it
wis a genle, so huge that his head was
In the clouds, He would have kilted
his rescuer had not the wily fisherman
Insisted that never conld he have come
from the bottle. The sllly genle
squeezed himself (nside, wherenpon
the fisherman clapped on the tap, nor
would he remove It untll the genle
swore to serve him falthfully. This
oath it wns that led to the finding of
the ensgorcelled prince with legs turned
to stone and the lake whereln swam
fish of four colors that had once been
men. After marvelous happenings the
prince wag made as other men and the
fish were men and women, And the
fisherman was so vewarded that he
wis the wealthiest man of his time,

Of Prince Camarslzaman and the
Princesd Badoura, beautiful beyond
compare, and of how each saw the
other In sleep and was smitten with
great love, But when they awakened
they saw not one another for they had
been brought together by genll who
had carried Badoura out of China to
the confines of PRersin, Grief so af-
flicted both that they 'sickened and
were Insane from sorrow. Then a mes-
seager from Badourn fjourmeyed far
over land swd sea untll he found
Camaralzaman and returned with him
to China, where the lovers were wed-
ded. But while they ‘were traveling to
Camarafenman’s Iand he wandered
away. Badouwra dressed herself in his
raiment and passed ‘herself for a man.
ft befell that she fomnd favor In the
eyes of & king and -was married to a
prinecess, And Camardlzaman too came
to this tand and knew not his wife,
who heaped honors upon him. At last
she revealed herself and was known
ag 4 woman and Camsralzaman took
alse to wife the prineess whom Badou-
ra had married and ‘they were happy
togather,

stone that swung wide when a volee |

Baba took homg sacks bulging with |

So All Baba married |

LADY LARKSPUR
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CHAPTER IV—Continued.

As they resumed thelr talk Alee, It

keemed, was relating something of mo-
ment for Arrowsmith's benefit, refer-
ring mow und then to Mra, Farnsworth
a8 though for corroboration, The
scene In the box was almost as in-
! teresting as any In the play, and the
andlence watched with deep absorp-
tion.  Alice, the least self-conscious
of mortals, was, 1 knew, utterly un-
aware of the curlous guze of the
house ; whatever she was saying with
an occasionnl gesture of her gloved
| hand or a shrug of her shoulders
possessed her completely, 1 thought
| ghe might be telllng Arrowsmith of
| her adventures at Barton; but the
| length of her narrative was agalnst
this, and Arrowsmith's attitude was
[ more that of a critle mppealed to
for an opinion than of a polite listener
to a story. He nodded his head sev-
eral tlmes, and finally, as Allce, with
a slight dip of the head and an out-
ward movement of her arms, settled
back In her chalr, he patted his hands
approvingly.

In my absorption I kad forgotten
Montanl’s existence, but as the thicd
act began 1 saw that he had gone.
Whether 1 should put myself in Allce's
way as she left thé theater was still
an undetermined question when the
play ended. With Montanl hanging
about [ felt a certnin obligation to
warn her that he had been watching
her. [ was among the first to leave,
and W the foyer I met Forsythe, the
|hmtse manager, who knew wme as a
| friend of Searles.
| “fou notice that we're #till turn-
{lmg 'em away,” he remarked. *“We
don't have to worry about this plece;
{ everybody who sees It sends his Triends
| the next day. Searles hasn't looked In
| for some tlme; hope he's writlng a
new play ™
|  “He's West visiting his folks. Dot
| know when he'll be back,” T auswered,
| “I must write him that Sir Cecil Ar-
"rowsmith enjoyed ‘Whe Killed Cock
| Robin? just as much as eommon mor-
tals.”

Forsythe had paused at the box-
‘office, and In my uncertainty I stuck
to him as the crowd begun 'ts surge
by.

Arrowsmith's approach was adver
'tised by the peculiar type -of tall hat
that he affected, and the departing au-
dlence made way for him, or hung
back to stare, At his left were Allce
and Mrs. Farnswerth, and they must
pass quite close to me “Who Killed
Cock Robin?T' was a satisfying play
that sent audiences awasy with light
ened hearts and smillng faces, and the
trio were no exception to the rule,

Listening inattentively ‘to Forsythe,
I was planning %o join Alice when the
trio shonld reach me. She saw me;
there was a feeting flash of recog-
nition ia her eyes, und then she turned
toward Arrowsmlih. She drew pear-
er; her gaze met mine squarely, but
now without a #ign to Indleate that
she had ever seen me before. She
passed om, talking with greatest ani-
}mﬂm te Arrowsmith.

“Well, remember me to Searles If
you write him,” T heartl 'Forsythe say-
ing. [ clutched his arm as he opened

Of a merchant who, awaiting death |
at the hands of a eruel genle, was |

ganelle, anather two blatk hounds, and |
the third a mule. Now it is related |
that the gaselle and the mole had been |
wicked wives transformed by magle
and lkewise had the hounds been evil
brothers. When the genie was told |
these storles of enchantment, he was |
8o diverted that he spared the mer-
chant's life,

About Harun-al-Rashid.

And of many tales concerning ﬂlo|
Caliph Harun-al-Rasbid and hls golng |
disgaised Into the lanes and basaars of

Bagdad, where he chansed upon |
strange people who told him strange |
stories of magie, Onee he supped with

three lndies of dazzlng bemuty and |
with kim were a porter dazed with the |
magnificenoe he saw and three mendl-
eants, sons of kings, ali blind In the
left eye. Net knowing the Callph they |
told of their fantastic adwentures and
sufferings and he rewardead them. And

plbred him to strike him, a youth who
spurred croelly a mare upos which he
rode and a rope-maker who had risen

suddenly from poverty to aflluenee. |
Their mles too did he hear and them
too did he reward. Nor should Abu- |
Hasean, the wag, be forgotten, whose

trickery In pretending that he and his
wife were dead won 20 much gold and
s0 many laughs from the Caliph. And
of ke Import I8 the mad tale of the
humpback who seemed dead and of
the talkative barber who restored him
to life, of all those who had belleved
themselves murderers of the hump-
back and of the smazing tnles that
they related. ‘

So It came to pass that by the end
of the inousand and one nights Shah-
riar was so delighted in the cleverness
of Shehernzade that he wedded her
again with regal pomp and they lved
happlly ever after.

ble valley strewn with preclous stones | (conyright 1919 by Post Publishing Co— [

frow which be eccaped by binding him-

The Bostom Post) '

Joinad by three ald men, one leading a r ed

the office door.
“Who are those womed 7" 1 demand-

“You may sewvch me! 1 see you
have a good eye. That girl's rather
nice to loek at'™

Crowding my way to the open, I
blocked the path of orderly, sane eitl-
sens awaiting thelr machines untll a
policerman pushed me aside, Allce |
saw for a bewlidering lnstant, framed
in the window of & big lkoousine that
rolled away sptows.

I had been snubbed! %o snub had
ever been deMvered more.deliberantely,
with a nleer calculation of effect, than
that administered to me by Alice Bash-
ford—a girl with whom, until &8 mo-
ment befere, 1 had belleved myself
on terms &f cerdial comrudeship. She
had cut me; AHce who had asked me
at the very begluning of our acquaint-
ance to eall her by ber first name—
Alice had cut me without the quiver
of a lash.

I walked to the Thackeray and set-
tied myself in a dark corner of the
reading room, theroughly bruised in
spirit. In my resentment [ meditated
fiying to Ohio to jJein Searles, slways
my chief resource ia trouble. Affalrs
at Barton might go to the devil. 1f
Alice and her companion wanted to
get rid of me. | would not he sorry to
be rellevedd of the respousibility I &ad
assumed in trying to protect them.
With rising fury | reflected that by
the time they had shaken off Mon-
tanl and got rid of the prisoner in
the tool house they would think better
of me.

"“Telephone cnll, sir”

I followed the boy to the bhoolk
o s ruge that any one should disturb
my gloomy reflections

“Mr. Bingleton? Oh!
speaking—"

1 clutched the shelf for support. |
Not only was It Allce speaking, but |
in the kindest volce Imaginable. My |
anger passed, bul my amagement at
Alice and all her ways blinded me.
If she had suddenly stepped 11 Sugh
the wall my swrprise could not have

This is Alice |

| bean greater.

“You told me the Thackeray was
your usual refuge In town, so 1
thought I'd try it. Are you very, very
crogs? I'm sorry, really 1 am—DBob!™

The "“Bob" was added llngeringly,
propitiating. Huddled 'In the booth,
[ doubted my senses—wondering In-
derd whether Allce hadn't a double—
even whether 1 hadn't dreamed every-
thing that had occurred at Barton.

“I wanted to speak to you ever so
much at the theater, but I ecouldn't
very well without Introduclng you to
Sir Cecll, and T wasno’t rendy to do
that. It might have caused compll-

ctions.”

If anything could have multiplied
the existing complications, 1 was nnx-
lous to knmow what they were; but
her voice was so gentle, 80 wholly

amlable, thut T restralned
to demand explanations,

an limpulse

“Are you on earth or are you
speaking from paradise?” 1 asked.
"Oh, we're in a very nlce house,

Constance and I; and we're Just about
having n lttle supper, I wish yon
were here, hut that can't be arranged.
No; really It can't! We shall be
motoring back to Barton to-morrow
and hope you can joln us, Let us
have luncheon and motor vp to
gether.”

When 1 suggested that I call for
them she laughed gayly.

*“That would be telllng things!
And we musp't spoll everything when
everything Is golng so beautifully.”

Remembering the man 1 had locked
up in the tool-house and the explana:
tlons 1 should have to make sooner
or Iater to the unimaginative Tor-
remce, I wasn't wholly convinced of
the general bheauty of the prospect.

“Montani was Im the theater” 1
suggested,

Her laughter rippled merrily over

the wire. “Oh, he tried to follow us
In a taxi! We had a great time
throwing him off in the park. I'm

not sure he isn’t sitting on the curb
right now watching the heouse un-
gracioudly.”

“You have the fan with you; Mon-
tani jumped eight out of his seat

“Telephone Call, Sir.”

when you -opened It In the theater™

This she recelved with more laugh-
ter; Montan! amused her immensely,
she sald. She vwasn't In  the least
afrald of him, Meturning to the met-
ter of the luncheon, she suggested
the Yyringham.

“You know, I want very much fo
see Mr. Bashfor®’s old ‘home and the
place all eur vateran retalners came
from. At-ene?—yes. Good night!”
Allee pnd Mrs. Farnswerth reached
the Tyringham on time to the minute,
As 1 hnd spent the moming on a
bench in the park, analyzing my prob-
lems, 1 found thelr good humor 4
trifle jarring.

“You don't seom a bit glad to see
us” Alle cemuplamed as she drow
off ber gloves, “"How can any one be
anything but happy after seeing that
deliclous Cock Robin'? It I8 so dell-
ously drolt™

“l havea't,” 1 remarked with an
attempt at aeverity, “quite your knack
of Ignoring disagreeahble fucts. There
was Montani right in frout o me,
jumping like a jack-inthe-box every
time you flourished your fan. There's
that fellow we've got locked up at
Barton——"

“Just hiear the man, Constanes 1 she
Interrupted with her adoruble laugh.
“We were thinking that he was only
beginning to see things our way, the
only true way, the jolly way. and
here he cometh like a melancholy
Jaques! We'll have none of It
“We must coofesa”™ sald Mrs

' trial.

Farnsworth concillatingly, “that Mr.
Singleton is passing through a severe
We precipltated ourselves
gponn him without waming, and Im-
mediately Involved him ln & mesh of
wystery  His Imagination must have
time o adjust lgself™

They were spoiling my appetite: |
was perfectly aware of that. | had
ordered the hest luncheon | knew how
to compose, aud they were doing full

Justice to it; but I was acting, |
knew, like a resentful boy.

"I love you that way,” sald Alles
as I stared vacantly at my plate. “Bul
you really are pot making yoursell
disagreeable to us—really he I8 not,
Constance !"

Mrs, Farnsworth affirmed this. |
knew that 1 was mwerely belng rude,
and the consclousness of this was not
uplifting. At the luncheon hour the
Influx of shoppers gives the Tyring
ham a cheery tone, and ail about us
were  people apparently conversing
sunely and happily, The appearance
of Uncle ghost In the familiar
dining room would have been a wel
come diversion. I was speculating as

Yish's

widow and the whole mess at Barton
when Mrs, Farnsworth addressed me
pleadingly.

“If you knew that we want you te
play with us only a few days longer—
three days, shall we say,
you knew that then we'll untangle evs
erything, wouldn't you be nlce—very
nice?”

In spite of myself I conldn't resisi
this appeal. 1 was more and more im-
preseed by the fineness, the charm of
Mrs. Farnsworth., When she dropped
the muke-believe foollshness in which
she indulged quite as amusingly as
Allce, she appeared to be a very sen-
sible person. The humor danced in
her eyes now, but her glance was more
than an appeal; it was a command.
“If you knew that our troubles are
not at all the troubles you're thinking
about, but very different—"

“Please pardon me” [ muttered
humbly, and wished that Allce were
not so bewitching in a sallor hat. It
may have have been the hat or only
Mrs. Furnsworth's pleading tone that
brought me to a friendlier attitude
toward the universe and its visible
inhabitants. The crowd thinned out,
but we lingered, talking of all manner
of things,

“We must come In agaln very soon,”
sand Allee, “And next tivie we shant
run away, which was very naughty. 1
suppose when you begin a story you
Just have to keep it golng or it will
dle on your hands. That's the way
with our story, you know. Of course
It's unkind to mystify you; but you
are In the story just ns we are.”

My mystification wus certainly deep
enough without thls suggestion that
I was a mere character In o tale whose
awkward beginning aroused only the
gravest apprehensions a8 to the con-
clusion. She looked at her walch and
continuwed: “I'm so absurd—really |
am, In ever o many ways, that no
one would ever put me in a book.
Everyone would say no such person
ever exlsted! It's Incredible! And
so [ have to pretend I'm in a story ali
the time., It's the ouly way [ can
keep happy. And so muny people are
in my story now, not only Montani
and the poor fellow lecked up at Bar
ton—oh, what If be sbould escape!
Constance, it would be splendid if he
should escape!"

“You didn’t finish your enumeration
of characters,” I suggested. “Is my
part an important one or am 1 only
a lay figure ™

“My dear boy,” cried Mrs. Farns
worth, "you are the héro! Yom have
been the hero from the heur the story
began, If you should desert us now,
whatever should we do?

“It Tm the hero” | replied in her
own key, "I shall begin making lovs
to Alice at once”

Alice, far from being disturbed by
my declaration, nodded her head ap
provingly.

“On, we had expected that! Bul
you neadu’t be in a hurry. In m story
like this one, that rups right on from
day to day, we must leave & lot t¢
chance. And there are ever =o many
chances—"

“Not all on the side of fallure, 1
hope 1

“We must be going.” She laughed
I wished she hadn't that charascteristic
lttle turn of the head that was s¢
beguiling!

Folly rode with ws all the way te
Barton. If anything sensible was ut
tered on the drive, I can't recali It. Owr
talk, chiefly of knights and ladies, and
wild flights from imaginary enemies
had the effect of spurring Flynn te

perilous spurts of spewd.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Indians and Japanese,
Professor Mena, Mexican scientist
went to Tehuacan in 1908 to investl.
gut: a story that in small towts nesr |
by Chinese talked in their own tomgne |
to the Indlans and were perfectiy un- |
derston]l. He found the legend false,
Japavese scholars visiting the Mexi. |
can museum have been surprissd 10
fnd articles used by the Indisas ex-
setly the same as those used by Jap |
anese PEASANIR, [

Filipine Wife's Status, '

to just what he would say about his |

Alleet—if |

By REV. W. W. KETCHUM

Ulrector of the Evening Claswen
Moody Bible Institute, Chilcage

—

TEXT.—Behold, now in the acoejled
time. behold, now s the day of salvativa,
~I1 Cor. 62

You expect to become a Ohristian

some doy, well then, why not now?

Do you delny
becanse  you feef
that thepe s e
enough? I et
e deceived by this
sugEestivn of See
tan, who  would
have all  pwople
put off  their e
clglom 10 hevome

Christinns nntd B
15 tow late
When | wons n

oy In grammar
school, wi usdd 1o
have a  prine pal

who eviry doy wr
80 would onter e
| achoolrom sy, nnd

slowly passing through It, sy i e
ured “Proseras-th-nath op-—is
the—thlef—of—thme.,” Then gubrily,
without another word, he wonld pass
out, His purpose was to Impriss i1
his boys and girls that they shos
ot put off thl tomorrow, or B day
:tﬂ day, that which shonld be gone @t
onee. It seems to me that in onr 1ext
ll God Is In effect saying the same thing
when he tells us, “Now Is the necepried
! time ; behold, now Is the duy of splve-
| ton,”

“No Promise of Tomorrowm.*
[ One time while belng driven in e
country to minister at the fonsral of
|8 man whe had dled very s=uldendy,
| T was surprised at the wisidom sliown
| by the wayward young man wlo was
conveying me. There was i ol in the
conversation, Then  sudidenly e
|hrnke forth with this starthinzg faetz

“You know, we have no promix: of »
| tomorrow.”  What truth there ix i
| that statement—"No promise ol a in
morrow,”  And yet, how hesilli o we
are of the fact it so sncclneil seis
forth, We go on neglecting to do (hut
which Is of such moment to us, weiwd
ly gambling with time and wiy ew
souls nz the stake. No proiise of a
tomorrow Is what God is sayin w
the words of our text.

Agaln, are you putting off your de
cislon to become u Christian, beesne
you feel that you want first te hwve
a good time?

What a specions argument thyy s
and how Satan does use It, especidiey
to deceive yoong people.  He vounkl
try to make them belleve thal they
suy good-by to all the good Himes when
they become Christians: but thut is
not go, for there Is nothing “gel
that a person has to give up 1o =
come a Christian, To he sure, there
are things that are bad and harple
that must be given up, and these the
Devil camouflages to make them jeek
good to people. Ha succoeds surpris
ingly well, for folks are easlly fosied
hy the enemy of huoman souls and
often they do not awaken to the fat
theet they have been decelved nnii) i
Is too late, .

Whit we need to do is o exthname
the real value of things. Who s
I8 wise would buy glass jewelg for
diamonds, or accept fools’ gold fgr
the genuine? If we serupe henealk
the tingel with which Satan covers
things that are bad, 10 wake (hem
look good, and £ we earefully wevh
everything he offers us In lﬁ- b
ances of eternity, we shall (fseotbs
their worthlessness; everything he of-
| fers, though it give pleasure for s s
[®on, “at last,” asx Solomon suid of

the wine cup, “it biteth like n serpeng

and stingeth like nn adder.”

| Good Times for the Christian.

| Christ on the other hand offers wht
that is good and worthwhile in 1his
life and the life to come, The really
| good tlmes are for the Christian, s
LI any one on earth ean enjoy hiw.
| self, It I8 the person whose life has
| been enlarged by the coming into
{of Christ. He it 4 who not only
| gives life, but gives It  abundantly.

This Is true in this life, becnuse Christ
j enlarges u person’s capacity for ep
Ijﬂymrnl,

We frankly admit that there are
| restrictions and HmRKatlons for the
| Ohristian ; but he who says that there
are restrictions and Hmitatbony of
real life Is false The things tha)
| must be cut off are those that make
for death. The surgeon’'s knife eculs
out a eancer, but 4 cancer makes for
death ; and 80 do those ihings that the
person who would he a Christian,
jmnst ent aut of his life. The very em.
ting out of these things =cts a per-
son free for the real pleasure of life

Is It not n mean thing to chivee the
plensures of sin for & season, and then,
when the eandle of life has almost
bummed ltself out, Ming ourselves Wpoa
God’s merey? To surh who 9 choose
expecting to become Christigns wheg
they are snhout to dle. tha! they mmny
thérehy escape hell and guin heaven
Godd holds out no promise of mivatieg
That people are saved at (he last ma
ment of life, as waz the thief on he
cross, we know, but who dare say that

Lones,

|

,,.F ;

In the Philippive istands, Wies |ihe one who chooses to refuse the s
women marry, they go into partnes vation God offers now shall ever have
ship with thelr busbands. While the another proffer of merey?
men handle the workers, the womes There in & time, we Bot when
- o . -‘m- 'l:u-h::-u-:: .
pay the workers oversee much @ sap
of the business. They 4lso have equai | Fof Sory or despair.
ity with the men In everything weegs |, PeDOIL 10w s the accopted time,
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